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bill. Tracy was paying for a teeth-straightening job for Phyllis'
little girl. I don't believe a bill for a mink coat would have made
me half as angry.
I called Phyllis on the telephone, and she was delighted that at
last I knew the score. She informed me that Tracy was also paying
the rent on her apartment and that she expected to marry him as
soon as I obtained a divorce.
When Tracy came home that night I had hysterics for the first
time in my life. Our living room looked like a department store. I
had pulled his expensive clothes out of the closet and jammed some
of them into his expensive suitcases. As he came in the door I
threw the unpacked jackets, his silk slacks, and his custom-made
shoes on the front porch and tried to push him after them. Tracy
tried to take me in his arms and comfort me. I hit him, I screamed,
I wept. But why go on?
That dreadful scene occurred two weeks ago. Tracy is still in
the house. He insists he is all washed up with Phyllis, that she
means nothing to him and never did, that he loves me and our
youngsters, that he deserves another chance. Again and again he
has promised there will never be another woman. Unfortunately I
have heard those promises before.
At this point I don't know which way to turn. I feel completely
baffled. I don't understand Tracy or why he treats me as he does. I
don't understand the way he acts at all. In spite of my suffering and
disillusionment, I am still fond of him in some ways. I would hate
to bring up our children without a father, although I have no fears
about my ability to provide for diem as well as he has done. If I
take a few refresher courses, I can get a teacher's certificate. The
children and I can learn to live without Tracy, I suppose. I don't
quite see how I can learn to live in peace with a man who is
unfaithful, untruthful, and untrustworthy.
Tracy Manning, who was thirty-eight years old, looked younger.
His muscles had not yet begun to run to fat. When he walked into

